Gustave Flaubert Letters

A propos of Caesar, I can not believe, no matter what they
say, in his near return. In spite of my pessimism, we have not
come to that! However, if one consulted the God called Uni-
versal Suffrage, who knows? ... Ah! we are very low, very
low!

I saw Ruy Bias badly played except for Sarah. Melingue is
a sleep-walking drain-man, and the others arc as tiresome. As
Victor Hugo had complained in a friendly way that I had not
paid him a call, I thought I ought to do so and I found him
. . . charming! I repeat the word, not at all "the great man,"
not at all a pontiff! This discovery greatly surprised me and
did me worlds of good. For I have the bump of veneration and
I like to love what I admire. That is a personal allusion to
you, dear, kind master.

I have met Madame Viardot whom I found a very curious
temperament. It was Tourgueneff who took me to her house.

CCXVIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CEOISSET

Nohant, from the 28 to the 29 February
1872. Night of Wednesday to Thurs-
day, three o'clock in the morning.

Ah! my dear old friend, what a dreadful twelve days I have
spent! Maurice has been very ill. Continually these terrible
sore throats, which in the beginning seem nothing, but which
are complicated with abscesses and tend to become membranous.
He has not been in danger, but always m danger of danger, and
he has had cruel suffering, loss of voice, he could not swallow;
every anguish attached to the violent sore throat that you
know well, since you have just had one. With him, this trouble
continually tends to get worse, and his mucous membrane has
been so often the seat of the same illness that it lacks energy
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